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with fragments of them for several years. Green
has had many admirers in the past, amongst whom
Edward FitzGerald was not the least distinguished.
But he was always something of a local worthy,
author of one anonymous book, and of late he
has been little mentioned outside the confines of
Suffolk.

It would be difficult to find an example more
striking than the Diary of a Lover of Literature of
exclusive absorption in the world of books. It
opens in a gloomy year for British politics, but there
is found no allusion to current events. There is a
victory off Cape St. Vincent in February, 1797, but
Green is attacking Bentley's annotations on Horace.
Bonaparte and his army are buried in the sands of
Egypt; our Diarist takes occasion to be buried in
Shaftesbury's Enquiry Concerning Virtue. Europe
rings with Hohenlinden, but the news does not reach
Mr. Thomas Green, nor disturb him in his perusal
of Soame Jenyns' View of Christianity. The frag-
ment of the Diary here preserved runs from Sep-
tember 1796 to June 1800. No one would guess,
from any word between cover and cover, that these
were not halcyon years, an epoch of complete
European tranquillity. War upon war might wake
the echoes, but the river ran softly by the Ipswich
garden of this gentle enthusiast, and not a murmur
reached him through his lilacs and laburnums.

I have said that this book is one of the latest
expressions of unadulterated eighteenth-century
sentiment. For form's sake, the Diarist mentions
now and again, very superficially, Shakespeare,
Bacon, and Milton; but in reality, the garden of